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snakes, the dark-coloured fellow has been quietly
busy."
A carpet of oriental pattern had been spread in the
dusty courtyard, The African, with a confident grin,
held up a mango seed, shiny and obviously the genuine
article. He placed it on the mat in sight of all. With
his back; towards them he scattered earth and spread
a dirty cloth over the seed. The spectators on the
veranda watched the centre of the cloth rise mysteri-
ously. The African whisked it off and, with a wider
grin than ever, pointed to a mango plant some eight
inches long.
The tremendous burst of applause made him salaam
low. A shower of silver bent him lower still. It was
unfortunate that as he stooped a large mango seed
should have slid out of the solitary pocket in his white
linen African blouse. The mullah, coming back
wearily from his music, noticed it as it lay, a glittering
cynosure in the dust, and pocketed it with the air of
a man who intends to say something later. He then
turned to the mango plant which, to everybody's
astonishment, had suddenly collapsed.
A feeling began to spread that this mango trick
had been performed with reprehensible dishonesty,
and that the shower of silver had,been, to say the
least, premature. The conjurors had, in fact, gone off
since they were in Colombo* A whisper that the
mullah was an expert palmist and would now sit un-
der the banyan tree, and would welcome a few clients,
was coldly received. Those on the veranda went bacjc
to their long-chairs. A blight settled on the courtyard
Archibald Podd, greatly dejected, squatted beside